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Signs to Be Seen 


Author's Notes: 
An idea | had with a similar theme to the last fic | out up but not quite, enjoy :) 


Jon had married in a hurry, no actual planning and no family involved. It'd been quick and sloppy and a spur of 
the moment kind of thing. Nothing had felt right; not the place, not the time and definitely not the woman. 
Every time he glanced across his shoulder at the sight of his peacefully sleeping new bride, on the wedding 
night as well as every night thereafter, his heart sank with guilt. She wasn't supposed to be there, and neither 


was he. Not that he'd ever confess that out loud, because Jon Bon Jovi made no mistakes. 


He'd imagined nothing would change. So what if he was a married man now? But he could see the difference 
clearly in at least one set of caramel brown eyes. He could see the confusion and the hurt and the self 
loathing. Jon knew he should have been more thoughtful, but he'd been running away. He always thought of 
Richie Sambora as a friend, a best friend or brother even. He was the man with whom he could share 
everything and anything, to whom he could pour his heart out and admit his inner most doubts or fears 
without as much as a hint of judgement. 


The guitarists admiration for him was unfaltering. And on the night of his wedding, as Richie's face came to 
mind - along with a pang of guilt that left his heart sinking and his physical body almost staggering to his 
knees - he'd told himself that's all there was to it. A brotherly fascination and affection, he'd told himself that 
Richie looked up to him. But then, Richie had been the one to willingly spread his legs one night when they were 
both drunk and horny and foolishly out of control. They'd lost track of what was up and down that night, and 


Richie had spread his legs many times after that first accidental occasion 


Jon told himself he hadn't seen the signs. He told himself he hadn't seen the shy glances the guitarist reserved 
only for him, half obsqured by a row of long dark lashes and accompanied by a faint pinkish glow to his cheeks. 
He told himself he hadn't noticed Richie's strong arms around him when he needed them the most, holding him 


up and keeping him over the surface of the villianous malstrom that seemed to want to drag him asunder. 


Jon told himself he hadn't noticed Richie's long, strong fingers clutch needily at his shoulders and hold on for 
dear life - clinging to him like a dying man to life itself - every time they approached the sweet edge, Jon 


pounding into the willing and eager man beneath him until he came undone piece by piece. 


Jon told himself he hadn't seen the guitarist's mouth form those three words that meant everything over and 
over again during sex when their limbs were twined and their bodies connected, aimed at him but never given 
voice. Richie's gestures had seemed so small and easy to overlock in the grand scheme of things, so futile that 
they could be disregarded as a minor infatuation at the most. Therefore Jon hadn't bothered to see them, 
hadn't bothered to ask Richie or confront him, hadn't bothered to take the time to figure out whether he 
himself held the key to the answer. Or maybe he just hadn't dared to. 


But that night after he returned to the band, returned to the tour from hell alone - Dorothea would join him 
later that week, she'd told him she needed to meet up with her family first to pack what she needed to travel 
along - when he and Richie spent what they both knew would be one of their last nights together in a shared 
suit although with different beds, Jon knew he'd destroyed perfection He'd ripped up Richie's safe haven roots, 


torn out his heart and stomped it into a wet stain on the floor like an unwanted parasite. 


That night when Richie thought he was asleep - though Jon couldn't possibly sleep with his mind wide awake 
going over everything that was happening and making him want to literally crush his own skull to make it stop 
- he heard the sobs. It was a wretched, heartbreaking sniffling followed by hitching breaths and restrained 
whimpers. Jon could practically see his best friend's expression, could see how Richie would be biting his 
bottom lip so hard it might bleed, eyes squeezed tightly shut leaking bitter tears in a never ending stream, 
face flushed red. But the worst part would be if his eyes were open, those doe like orbs always filled with a 
concealed sorrow glazed over with a hue of wetness, gleaming with despair. It made Jon's heart ache, as if he 
could hear the guitarist's own assumptions and hopes and future dreams being torn from the pages of his own 


heart. As if Jon could feel Richie's heart shatter from an impossible unrequited love. 


Jon hated himself then; he despised himself and he disdained the tour and he loathed the band. He hated his 
wife, he hated her stupid and childish dreams of a family - of a house and home and children and pets, and 
God knowns what else she could wish for that he'd never be able to, or want to, give her. But most of all he 


hated Richie. He hated Richie for not telling him how he felt, for not letting him in on the deepest of all his 


secrets, for letting himself be seduced and for tricking himself into believing that there could actually be more 
to them both than quick after show fucks or frantic mutual handjobs or the occasional messy blowjob. 


Jon had seen the signs, he'd seen several hints but he'd deliberately chosen to ignore them and brush them 
off as trivial and irrelevant. But now, deep down in his core he could feel it. He could sense it and it made his 
soul numb and his head spin, made him dizzy with disgust and nausea that he'd allowed himself to be so blind. 
He was supposed to be the clever one, the calculating one. He was supposed to be the pillar for the band to 
fall back on, especially Richie, but he was slowly realizing that he'd been living a lie and that he'd never been 


that pillar. 


Dorothea joined them the next day already. Much as Jon wanted to find a moment to be alone with Richie - 
and then what? Make him confess to falling head over heels as if that was a crime to be accused of? 
Apologize for not returning that puppy dog love that his best friend undeniably harvested for him? - he 
couldn't get a break, his hands were tied. And had he been any ordinary man he would have thrived, had he 
been just any simple, goddamn man under normal circumstances, he would have brought his wife to his suit 
and they would have stayed in bed every single second in-between concerts, fucking each other every which 


way in every position anatomically possible. 


Something was broken, forever torn apart and changed. Jon knew he needed to fix that, he needed to sew the 
rift between himself and Richie back together, he needed to make them whole again. Whatever it took. But that 
wasn't in his power, not when Richie was avoiding him. Because he was, always leaving the room when Jon 
entered, or if he had to stay he kept his eyes glued to the ground, barely responding if or when spoken to. Jon 
wondered whether he was trying to hide the fact that his eyes might be watering from the will to cry over 
his heartbreak, or from sleepless nights full of booze and women and Lord knows what else - coke, Jon 
suspected but dared not ask - to quell the pain or rejection that was crumbling his insides. And he hated 
Richie just a little bit more for it. Because it wasn't his fault, was it? 


Jon told himself he'd talk to Richie the next day, but that day never came. There was always someone on his 
back getting in the way - most likely Dorothea or Doc, nagging at him for all different reasons but they both 


sounded the same and made him want to scream or claw at their faces - so he never got the chance. 


And as the faithful day came when they all got on different planes, all going different places to relax after the 
most stressful and painful and twisted tour, a tour so far from what had been their expectation - not knowing 
if they would ever see each other again - Jon realized that he should have said something beforehand. He 
didn't know what words to use or even what it was that he should have uttered to his best friend - or was 
that former best friend? - but he should have spoken up. 


At that realization, exhaustion along with depression and just severe loneliness and loss, Jon cracked, bending in 
half and burying his face in his palms as he wept loudly to himself, alone on a private plane back to New 
Jersey. 


